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The Tragedie ofHamlet. 


Fellowes as I do, crawling betwccncrleauen and Earth. 
Wc arc arranc Knaues all, belecuc none of vs. Goe thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be Hint vpon him, that he may 
play the Foolc no way, but in’s ownc houfc# Farewell. 

Ophe. O helpc him,you fweer Hcauens. 

Ham. Ifthoudoeft Marry, lie giue thee this plague 
for thy Dowric.Bc thou aschaft as Ice,as pure as Snow, 
thou (halt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry,marry a fool: 
for Wife men know well enough, what mongers you 
makeofthem. To aNunncry go, and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Ophe . G heauenly Powers.rcflore him. 

Ham. 1 hauc heard of your pratlings coo wcl enough. 
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- 
otheriyou gidge,you amble,and you lifpe, and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonneffe, your Ig- 
norancc.Go too, lie no moreon’c, it hath made memad. 
I fay, wc will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are 
married already, all but one lliali hue, the reft ihall keep 
asthcyarc. To a Nunnery,go. Exit Hamlet 

Ophe. O whac a Noble rninde is heere o’re-thrownc ? 
The Courtiers,Soldicrs r Scholicrs : Eye,tongue, (word, 
Th’expeftanfic a id Rofe of the faire State, 

The glaflc of Fafbion, and the mould of Forme, 
Tlfgbferu’J of all Obferucrs, quite,quite dovvne. 

Haue I of Ladies moft dciedl and wretched. 

That fuck’d the Honic of his Muficke Vowes: 

Now fee that Noble,and moft Soueraigne Reafon, 

Like fweet Bcls tangled out of tunc,and harfh. 

That vnmatchM Forme 3nd Feature of blovvnc youth, 
Blaftcd with extafic. Oh woe is me, 

T’haue feene wha: 1 hauc feene: fee whac I fee. 


Enter King, and Polonius. 

King. Loue ?His affedions do not that way tend, 
Nor what hefpakc, though it lack'd Forme a little, 

Was not like Madneffe* There’s fomething in his foule r 
O’re which his Melancholly fits on brood, 

And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 

Will bciomc danger, which to pieuenc 

I haue in quickc determination 

Thus fet it downc. He fhall with fpeed to England 

For the demand of our neglected Tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Chicks, fixalfexpel! 

This femetning fetlecl matter in his heart: 

Whereon hisBraines ftiii bcaririg,putshim thus 
From fafhion of himfclfe. VVbat thinke you on’c? 

VoL IcfLslidoyydh Batyctdolbeleeue 
The Onghraiid, Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung from negledled loue. How.mfW Ophelia ? 

You needenot tell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide. 

We heard itall. My Lord,do<is youpicafc* 

But if you hold it fit after the Play, 3 

Let his Queenc Mother all alone intreat him 

Tofliew hi?Greefcs : let her be round with him. 

And lift be plac'd fo 5 plcafe you in the care 
Of all their Conference. If flic finde him not. 

To England fend him; Or confine him where 
Yourwifedomcbeft (hall thinke. 

King. It (hall be fo: 

Madncffe in great Ones, muft not vn watch’d go. 

Exeunt, 



Enter Hamlet,and two or three of the p 

Hem. Spcakc the Speech l pray you as 1 
it to you trippingly on the Tor l guc : fiunfvo P ° Bnc '' 
as many of your Players do,I hadas line thir 0l “ b ‘< 
had fpoke my Lines ; Nor do not faw the 

your hand thus, but vfe all gently ; for, nt hi ° 0t ” Uc| 

rent, Tcmpeft, and (as I may fay) the Whirle-w' CT ° r ' 
I aiiion, you mutt acquire and beget a Ten> VVInQt 
may giue it Smoothneffe. O it offends meem?” 1611131 

tofcearobufliousPery-wig-patedFeirovv^cl 1 '^ 

on to tatters, to yerie ragges, to fplit the ear c 
Groundlings : who (for theniott parr) are °‘ d* 
no*ing,but inexplicable dumbe fhewes & n ‘ J' 3 ° le of 
haue lucb a Fellow whipt for a’rc-doing Tt ' ^ C ° Ul<1 
out -Hexed s Herod. Pray you auoid it, & ^S 3 *‘t: it 

P layer. 1 warrant ycur Honor. 

Ham. Benottootamencythcr : but let vn. 
D.fcretion be your Tutor. Sure the Atfticn toLsT? 
t.ic \\ ord to the A<Sion, with this lpecisil obv ° f ^ 
T hat you orc-ftop not the modeftie of Nature • 

thing fo „„cr.,lon=, U fro ,hep„rpofcofp| lvi ; "“I 

end both at the firft and now, was and is.to hold ■ 
the Mirrourvp to Nature; to Ihew Vertue her " 
Feature,Sconic her owne Image, and che vcric 
Bodie of the Time, his forme and prefliire. N 0v ? ,!. 
oucr-dcne, or come tardie off.thongh it make the vn.kT 
full laugh, cannot but make the ludiciousgree-ie- Th 
cenfurc of the which One, mutt in your allo wance oV 
way a whole Thcarer of Others. Oh, there bee PI Jj 
that I haue feene Play, and heard otherspraife, an d'th 
hyghly (nor tpipcake it prophanely) that neytfcerhauins 
the accent ot Chnfijans, nor ihc gateofChnflian Pa... 
or Norman, haue fo flratced and bellowed, that I hw 
thought fome of Natures Jc-uerncy-men had mademen 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity foab- 
hominably. J 

Ply. 1 hope we hauc reform’d that indifferently with 
vs,Sir. ’ 

... Jiarn - Orcf’orme it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clcwnes/peake no more then is fet downefor 
them. For there be of them, that will chemfclues laugh, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barren .Spectators to laugh 
too, though in the meane tirne, fome neceffary Quefliin 
of the Play be then to be confidercd: that’s Villanous,- & 
fhewesa,moftpittifull Ambition in the Foolethat vies 
it. Gomakeyourcadic. Exit Player:. 

Enter Polonhit y Itywcreir.ee p and Guilder,jlmc. 

How now my Lord, 

Will the King hearc this peece of Worke? 

Pol. And the Queenc too,and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polotiitu, 

Will you two helpc to haften them ? 

’Both. Wc will my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio. 

Ham. What hoa, Horatio ? 

Horn. Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art eene as iufta man 
A* ere my Conuerfation coap'd withall. 

Plora, O my deere Lord. 

Ham. Nay,do not thinke I flatter: 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 

Xh 2 t no f^euehnew haft, but thy good fpirits 
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lifted & cloath thee.Why ftiold the poor be flatter’d ? 
Njo let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 

And crooke the pregnant Hindges ofthe knee, 

^Vhcrc thrift may follow faining ? Dolt thou heare, 

Since my deere Soule was Miftris of my choyfc. 

And could of men diftinguifh, her eledion 
Hath feaPd ; thee for her lelfe. For thou haft bene 
As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing, 

A man chat Fortunes buffets.and Rewards 
Hath’cane with equal! Thankcs. And bleft are thofe, 
yyrhole Blood and 1 udgement are lo well co-ming!cd, 
fhatchey are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 

To found what flop (lie pleafe. Giue me that man. 

That is not P affions Slaue, and 1 will wearc him 
Inmy hearts Core: I,in my Heartofhcarc, 

As I do thee. Something too much ol this. 

There is a Play to night before the King, 

OoeScoeneof it comes necre the Circumftance 
\yhich I haue told thee,of my Fathers death, 

[ prythee, when thou fee’ft that’Adle a-fooc, 

Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule 
Obferuemine Vnkle: If his occulted guilt. 

Do not it felfe vnkenncll in one fpeech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we haue feene : 

And my Imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Scythe. Giue him needful! note, 
fori mine eyes willriuet to his Face : 

And after we will both our iudgements ioyne, 

To cenfure of his feeming. 

IJora. Well my Lord. 

Ifhe ftealeought the whifft this Play is Playing, 

And fcape dece&ing, I will pay the Theft. 

Enter King, Qtteene , Polcnias, Ophelia, Rofineranoe } 
CjHtldenflerne ,and other Lords attendant. with 
his Guard carrying Torches . Danifh 
March. Sound a Flourifh « 

Ham. They arc comming to the Play : I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King . How fares our Cofin Hamlet** 

Ham. Excellent Ifaith,ofcncCameIionsdifh :Ieatc 
the Ayrc promife-cramm'd, you cannot feed Cr.pons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham . No,norminc. Now my Lord,you plaid once 
i’th'Vmuerficy,you fay? 

Polon.Thu I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 
Aftor. 

Ham. And what did you ena<ft ? 

Pol. I did cna &lulius C*f ar i I vvas kill’d fch’Capitol : 
Brutus kill’d me* 

Ham. It was a bruite part of him, tokillfoCapitall a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? 

Rojin. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Or*. Come hither my good Hamlet,in by me. 

Ha. No good Mother,here’s Mettle more attra£fiue, 

Pol. Oh ho,doyoumarkcthat? 

Ham • Ladie,fhalll lye in your Lap ? 

Ophe . No my Lord. 

Ham. Imeanc,my Head vpon your Lap? 

Ophe. 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing, my Lord., 

Ham* That’s a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 

Ophe. What is my Lord ? 


Ham. Nothing. 

Ophe . You aremerriejmy Lord? 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophe * I my Lord. 

Ham . Oh God, your onely Iigge-maker:what fihould 
a man do, butbemerrie. Forlookeyou how cheercfuE 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two 
Hourcs. 

Ophe . Nay/tis twice two moneths,my Lord. 

Ham. So long?Nay then let thcDiuel weare blacke, 
for lie haue a fime of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo- 
neths ago. and not forgotten yet .'•Then there’s Hope* a 
great mans Memorie, may ont-liue hislifehaheayeare : 
But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : orellefhall 
he fufter not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfle, whole 
Epitaph is. For o,For o, theHoby-hoi fc is forgot. 

Hobojes play. The dumbeJkerv enters. 

Enter a King and jQueene, veryloutngly • the ffneene embra¬ 
cing him. She kneeles and makes jhew of Proteftation vnto 
him. He takes her vp : and declines his head vpon her nccf 
Lajes him dew He vpon a Banky of flowers. She feeing h :m 
a-fleepe , lean +$ him. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off his 
Crewne , kjf}s it 3 andpewrespoyfon in the Kings eares , and 
Exits. The fliteenereturnes, findes the King dead, and 
makespaffionatc Action. 7 he Poyfcner. with fome two or 
three Updates comes tn aganoe^ feeming to lament with her. 
The dead body is carried away : 7 h<; Poyfoner Wooes ► t he 
jQueene with Gifts, foe feemes loath and vmvtiling awhile, 
but in the end,accepts his lone. Exeunt 

Ophe. What me3nes this, my Lord ? 

Ham. Marry this is Miching C JMaltcho* that meanes 
Mifchccfe. 

Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 

Play ? 

Ham We fhallknow by thefe Fellowes: the Players 
cannot keepe counfell, they’l tell all. 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham. I,or any fhew that you’l fhew him. Bee not 
you afham’d to fhew, heel not fli3me to tell you whac it 
meanes. 

Ophe . You are naught; you are naught, lie marke the 
Play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Tor vs, and for our Tr age die, 

Heere [looping to your Clemencie: 

We bzgge your hearing Patientlie. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poefieofa Ring? 
Ophe. ’Tisbriefemy Lord. 

Bam* As Womans loue. 

Enter King and bis Queenc. 

King.VaW thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falc Wafh, and Tellus Orbed ground: 

And thirtie dozen Mooncs with borrowed (heene. 

About the World hauc times twcluc thirties bccne > 

Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comuttialljin moft facrcd Bands. 

Tap ♦ So many iournics may the Sunne and Moone 
Make vs againe count o’re^erc loue be done. 

But woe is me, you are fo fickc of late. 

So farre from cheere,and from your forme ftate. 

That 1 diftruft you: yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 

For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie, 

In 
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